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B OLD is the man, who, in this nicer age, 
 Preſumes to tread the chaſte, corrected flage. 

New, with gay tinſel arts we can no more 
Conceal the want of nature's ſterling dre: 
Our ſpells are vaniſb d, broke our magic wand, 
That us'd to waſt you over ſea and land: 
Be fore your light the fairy people fade; 

The demons fly---the ghoſt itſelf is laid. 

In vain of martial ſcenes the loud alarms ; 
The mighty prompter thund'ring out to urms: 
Theeplayhouſe poſſe clatt ring from afar ; 
The cloſe-wedg d battle, and the din of war. 

| Now ev n ile ſenate ſeldom we convene 

«The yawning fathers nod behind the ſcene, 
Your taſte rejects the glitt'ring falſe ſublime, 
To fieh in metaphor, and die in rhime. 
High rant is tumbled from his galllry throne : 
Deſcription, dreams---nay, fimilies are gone. 
Plat ſhall we then? to pleaſe you how deviſe ? 
Whnje judgment fits not in your ears and eyes. 


Thrice happy ! could we catch great Shakeſpeare's art, 


To trace the deep receſſes of the heart ; 

Eis ſimple, plain ſublime; to which is gin 

To ftrike the ſoul with dartęd flame from heav'n : 

Could we awake ſoft Otway's tender woe, 

The pomp of verſe, and golden lines of Rowe! 
Vie to your hearts apply; let them attend: 

Before their filent, candid bar, we bend. 

It warm'd, they liften, tis aur nobleſt praiſe ; 

If cold, they wither all the muſe's bays. 
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| CRAMM Dio the throat wth wholeſome, moral fluff5 
. — Alas! poor audience! you have had enough. . 
Was ever ſuipleſs heroine of a play 
In ſuch a piteous plight as ours to-day ? 
Vas ever woman ſo by love betray'd 2 
Match'd with two huſbands, and yet---die a maid. 
But, Bleſs me '---hold---What hands are thee I hear /-- 
T fee the TRAGIC MUSE, herſelf, appear. 


The back ſcene opens, and diſcovers a romantic ſylvan 
landſcape; from which Sz615$MUxpA, in the 
character of the Tx actc Musk, advances ſlowly 

to muſic, and ſpeaks the following lines. SD 


Hence with your fl'ppant Lang that tries 
Fo wipe the virtuous tear from Bruſh eyes; 
hat dares my moral, tragic ſcene profane, 

With ftrains---at beſt, unſuiting, ligt, and vain. 
Hence from the pure, unſully'd beams, that play 

In gon fair eyes, where virtue ſbines -- aw ay! 

_ Britons, 10 you, fran chaſte Caitalians groves, 

. Where duell the tender, oft unhappy loves; 


'l There /bades of heroes roam, each mighty name, 
And court my, aid, io raiſe again to fame; 
> To yeu I come; ta freedom's nobleſt jeat ; 
Aud in Britannia fix my laſt retreat, res 
14 In Greece, and Rome, I watch'd the public weal;. 


_ Fhe purple tyrant trembled at my fteel 

Nor did I leſs er private ſorrows reign, ' 
And mend the melting heart with ſofter pain. 

On France and ycu then roſe my bright ning ſtar 
With ſecial ray—-The arts are ne er at war. 
Cas your fire and genius flronger blaue; 
As yours are gen'rous freedom's bolder lays ;, 

| Let not the Gallic tafte leave yours behind, 
N Z In decent manners and: in life refin d; 

Baniſh the moiley mode, io tag low verſe, 
The laughing ballad to the mournful hear ſe. 

When thro five acts your hearts have learnt to glow, 
Touch'd with the ſacred force of honeſt woe; | 

O keep the dear impreſſion on your breaſt, 
Ner idly loſe it for a wretched jeſt! * 
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ACT IL SCENE. 1. 
5 S1G61SMUNDA. LAURA. 
. 4 
H fatal day to Sicily !---The king 
A „ Then touches his laſt moments? 
1 Lau. So tis fear'd. my 
Sig. Laura, tis faid,---the heart is ſome- 
times charg'd „ | 
With a prophetic ſadneſs: ſuch, methinks, | 
Now hangs on mine. The king's approaching death 
Suggeſts a thouſand fears. What troubles thence | 
May throw the ſtate once more into confuſion; 
What ſudden changes in my father's houſe 
May riſe, and part me from my deareſt Tancred, 
Alarms my thought. 
Lau. Ihe fears of love-fick fancy; 
Perverſely buſy to torment itſelf. 
But be affur'd, your father's ſteady friendſhip, 
Join'd to a certain genius, that commands, 
Not kneels to fortune, will ſupport and cheriſh, _ 
Here in the public eye of Sicily, ot 
This---I may call him---his-adopted ſon, 
The noble Tancred, form'd to all his virtues. 
Sig. Ah form'd to charm his daughter! This fair 
morn | 5 | 
Has tempted far the chace. Is he not yet 
Return'd? „ Ds 
Lau. No---When your father to the king, 
Who now expiring lies, was call'd in haſte, 
He ſent each way his meſſengers to find him; 
With ſuch a look of ardor and impatience, 
As if this near event was to Count Tancred 
Of more importance than'I-comprehend. * EE 
Sg. There lies, my Layra; o'er my Tancred's birth 
A cloud I cannot pierce. With princely con, 
Nay, with reſpe&, whicFfvtt I have obſerv'd, 
Stealing, at times, ſubmiſſive o'er his features, 
In Belmont's woods my. father rear'd this youth 
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8 TANCRED axy SIGISMUNDA. 
Ah woods! where firſt my artleſs boſom learnt” 
The fighs of love.---He gives him out the ſon- 
Ot an old friend, a baron of Apulia, 

Who in the late cruſado bravely feli. 

What ſays Rodolpho? Does he truly credit 

This ftory of his birth? 
Lau. He has ſometimes,  _ | 

Like yon, his doubts; yet, when maturely weigh'd, 

Believes it true. As for Lord Tancred's ſelf, 

He never entertain'd the ſlighteſt thought 

That verg'd to doubt; bat oft laments his fate, 

By cruel fortune fo il}-pair'd to yours. | 

Sig. Merit like his, the fortune of the mind, 
Beggars all. wealth---Then to your brother, Laura, 
He talks of me? 3 BY | 

Lau. Of nothing elſe. Howe'er 
The talk begin, it ends with Sigiſmunda. 


Are full of you; and all the woods of Belmont 
Inzmour'd with your name 5 
Sig. Away, my friend; e 
You flatter---yet the dear deluſion charms. 
Lau. No, Sigiſmunda, tis the ſtricteſt truth, 
Nor half the truth, I tell you. Ev'n with fondneſs 


My brother talks f. r ever of the paſſion, 


him, 5 8 
He praiſes love as if he were a lover. 
He blames the falſe purſuits of vagrant youth; 
Calls them gay folly, a miſtaken ſtruggle 
Againſt beſt-juaging nature. Heaven, he ſays, 
In laviſh bounty furm'd the heart for love; 
In love included all the finer feeds 
Of honour, virtue, friendſhip, pureſt bliſs--- 
$77. Virtuous Rodolpho! 
Lau. Then his pleaſing theme 
He varies to the praiſes of your lover--- _. 3 
Sig. And what, my Lauta, ſays he on that ſubject? 
Lau. He ſays that, tho he were not nobly born, 
Nature has form'd him noble, gen'rous, brave 


That every eafy virtue is his on; 4 
Not learnt by painful labour, but tmſpir'd, 
Implanted in his ſoul---chief:y'ore charin 
Ile in his graceful cha-acter obſcrve s 
That cho his paſſions burn with high n 


IN WY 


Their morning, noon-tide, and their evening walks 


© "That fires young Tancred's breaſt. So much it ſtrikes 


FANCREP ax» SIGISMUNDA. 5 

And ſometimes, from a noble heat of nature, 
Are ready to fly off, yet the leaſt check 
Of ruling reaſon brings them back to temper, 
And gentle ſoftneſs. | 
Sig. True! Or true, Rodolpho! | 
Bleſt be thy kindred worth for loving his! 
He is all warmth, all amiable fire, 
All quick heroic ardor! temper'd ſoft « 
With gentleneſs of heart, and manly reiſon ! 
If virtue were to wear a human form, 
To light it with her dignity and flame, | 
Then ſoft'ning mix her ſmiles and tender graces, 
O ſhe would chuſe the perſon of my Tancred! 
Go on, my friend, go on, and ever praiſe bim; 
The ſubject knows no bounds, nor can I tire, | 
While my breaſt trembles to that ſweete& muſic! 
The heart of woman taſtes no truer joy, CPE. 
Is never flatter'd with ſuch dear enchantment 
As when ſhe hears the praiſes of the man ſhe loves:-- 

Lau. Madam, your laber comes. 

3 F 

Sr FREDI. SiSIsMUuN DA. Lavka. 
SIFFRE D IJ. J. an Attendant as lie enters.) 
Lord Tancred thex be AMES. 
I fund? Sk 
Ait, My Lord, he quickly will be here. 


f. Tis well---revre---You too, my daughter, 


leave me. 2 | 


| dig. I go, my father---bur how fares the king? 


_ Siff. He is no more. Gone to that awful ſtate, 
W here kings the crown wear only of their virtues. 
Sig, How bright muſt then be his !---This ſtroke is 
ſudden. TIS ES | s IE” 77 
He was this morning well, when td the chace 
Lord Tancred went. eien 2d 
SF. Tis true. But at his years 2 
Death gives ſhort notice---drooping nature then, 
Withon: a guſt of pain to ſhake it, falls. 
His death, my daughter, was that happy Period 
Which few attain. The duties of his dax 
Were all diſcharg'd, and gratefully enjoyd 
I's nobleſt bleſſings; calm, as evening Kies, 
Was his pure mind, and liphied up with hopes 
That open heaven; when, for his lat long fleep 
Timely prepar'd, a laſſitude of life, 
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A fleaſing 
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10./TANCRED. any $IGISMUNDA. 
A pleaſing, wearineſs of mortal joy, i 
Fell on his-ſoul, and down he ſunk to reſt. _ 

O may my drach be ſuch l- he bit one wiſh 
Left unfulfll'd ; which was to fee Count Tanc ed---+ 


Sg. To ſee Count Tancred - pardon me, my 
lord--- 


ß. For what,. my daughter ?-—But, with ſuch. 


emotion, 
Why did you ſtart at mention of Count Tanered 2 
Sg. Nothing---I only hop'd.the dying „ 
Might mean to make ſome gen'rous juſt proviſion 
For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan. 
SF. And he has done it Iargely.---Leave me now--- 
I want ſome private conference with Lord Tancred. 
SCENE III. \ 
SIFFRE DI alone. | 
My doubts are but too true---If theſe old eyes 
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual paſſion 
Has ſeiz d, I fear, my daughter and this prince; 
My ſovereign. now---Should it be ſo---Ah there, 
There lurks a brooding tempeſt, that may ſhake 
My long; concerted ſcheme, to ſettle firm 
The public peace and wart: which the king 
Has made the prudent. bafis. of his will--- 


Away! unworthy views! you ſhall not e me-! 


Nor int'reſt nor ambition ſhall ſeduce 
My fu d reſolve Periſſi the ſelfiſh thought 
Which our own good prefers to that of millions .- 
He comes my king. unconſcious of his fortune. 
1 1 SCENE lx. 
TANCRED. SLEFREDI, 
Taz, My Lord Siffredi, in your looks I read, 


Confirm d, the mournful news that ly abroad 


From tongue to tongue- r- We then, at . have loſt 


The * old king? 

Sf. Ves, we have loft a father! A x 
The oreateſt bleſſing Heaven deſtows on mortals, p 
And ſeldom found amid theſe wilds of time. 
A good, a worthy king !---Hear me, my T 
rv I will tell t thee, in a few plain words, 

How he deſerv'd that beſt, that glorious title. 1 
He lcv'd his people, deem d them all his children ; 
be good he fr and depreſs d the bad. 

Je ſpurn'd the flatt' ring 2 00 . lern erhebe 


Their 
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TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA. ix 
Their ſmooth advice that only means themſelves, 
Their ſchemes to aggrandize him into baſeneſs. _ 

Tan. A gen'ral face of grief o'erſpreads the city. 
h mark'd the people, as I hither came, 

In. crow ds aſſembled, ſtruck with filent forrow, 

And pouring forth the nobleſt praiſe of tears. 

A mingled murmur run 

Along the ſtreets; and, from the lonely ce court 

Of him who can no more aſſiſt their fortunes, 

I faw the courtier-fry, with eager haſte, | 

All hurrying to Conſtantia. | Es . 
. Noble youth! 1 th | 

I joy to. hear Ran thee theſe juſt ele lens, 

Worthy of riper years- But if they ſeek 

Conſtantia, truſt me, they miſtake their courſe. 

la ugh is ſhe not, mp lord, the late king's . 
| ſer, 

Heir to the crown of Sicily? The laſt 
Of our. fam'd Norman line, and now our 8 | 

A. Tancred, tis true; ſhe. is-the late king's i iſter, 

Tha ſole ſurviving offspring of that tyrant 

William IBE Bap---fo for his vices ftil'd ; 

Who ſpilt much noble blood, and fore opprelrd 
Th hk land---But to return--- 

She is the late king s ſiſter, born ſome months 

After the tyrant's death, but not next heir. 

n. You much furprize me—- Mey I ahenprefurne 
| To aſk who is? 
— . Come nearer, noble Tancred, 
S. Son of my care! I miſt, on this occaſion, 
Conſult thr y gen'rous ent ; Which, when contutted- | 
By rectitude of mind and honeſt virtnes, 
Gives better counſel than the hoary head 
Then know, there lives a prince, here in Palermo, 
oſt The lineal offspring. of our famous hers, | 
| Roger the firſt. 
an, Great heaven hs far remov 4 

From that our mighty founder? | 
"EET Si, His great grandfon ; . 

, Sprung from his eldeſt ſon, who died untimely, 
TN Before his father. „„ 
1 Tan. Ha! the prince you mean, | 
* Be Is he net Manfred's fon? The gen'rous, brave, 
| Unhappy Manfred! whom the tyrant William, 
You juſt now mention'd, not content t to ſpoil * 


heir | 95 Of 


. 


x2 TANCRED and SIGIS MUND A. 
Of his paternal crown, threw into fetters, 
And infamouſly murder d. | FTE | 
Si. Yes---the ſame, 8 | i 
Tan. But this prince-- --- ; 5 | 
Where has he lain conceal'd ? 


> 


'Siff. The late good king, 3 
By noble pity mov'd, contriv'd to fave h'm 
From his dire father's unrelenting rage; 
And had him rear'd in private, as became 
His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture. 


Till now, too young to rule a troubled ſtate, 
By civil broils moſt miſerably torn, 
| He in his ſafe retreat has lain conceal'd, 
His birth and fortune to himſelf unknown; 
But when the dying king to me entruſted, 
As to the Chancellor of the realm, his wall, 


His ſucceſſor he nam'd him. 


Tan. Happy youth! 5 [> 
He then will triumph o'er his father's foes; 
O'er haughty Oſmond, and the tyrant's daughter... 
Sf. Ay, that is what I dread---that heat of youth -- 
There lurks, J fear, perdition to the ſtate. N 
I dread the horrors | ckindled war: | 
Tho' dead, the tyrant fill is to be fear'd; = 
_ His daughter's party ſtill is ſtrong and numerous: 
Her friend, Earl Oſmond, Conſt ble of Sicily, 
_ Experienc'd, brave, high-born, of mighty intereſt. 
Better the prince and princeſs ſhould by marriage 
Unite their friends, their int'reft, and their claims; 
Then will the peace and welfare ct the land | 
On a firm baſis riſe,  _ + | 
Tan. My lord Siffredi, 
If by myſelf I of this prince may judge, CIP 
hat ſcheme will ſcarce ſucc:ed---Your prudent age 
n vain will counſel, if the heart forbid it--- 
But wherefore Fear? the right is clearly his; 
All Sicily will rouze, all faithful hearts? 
Will range themſelves around Prince Manfred's ſom. 
For me, I here devote me to the ſervice 
Of this Passe every drop of blood 
Will loſe with joy, with tranſport in his cauſe-— 
Pardon my e that, my lord, will never 
To this deciſion come - Then find the prince; | 
Loſe not a moment to awake in him | 
The royal ſoul. Perhaps he now deſponding 
Pines in a corner, and laments kis fortune; That 
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In pleaſure's ſoft enchantment lull'd a-while, 


| Thou art the man, of all the many thouſands 


Of human kind! -O a- hand, 
| WE” 
The mighty movements of unbounded nature! 


O grant me, heaven! the virtues to ſuſtain 
This awful burden of ſo many heroes! 


Zet up the worthleſs pageant of vain 77900 1 
Wbo has my right bequeath'd me. Thee, Siffredi, 


TANCRED ax» SIGISMUN DA. 13 Hf 
"That in the narrow bounds of private life | 
He muſt confine his aims, thoſe ſwelling virtues 
Which from his noble father he inherits; EE 
SF. Perhaps, regardleſs, in the common bane 
Of youth he melts, in vanity and love. 
Bur if the ſeeds of virtue glow within him, 
I will awake à higher ſenſe, a love  —-© 
That graſps the loves and happineſs of millions. 
Jan. Why that ſurmiſe? Or ſhould he love, Siffredi, 
I doubt not, it is nobly, which will raiſe 
And animate his virtues---O permit me 


To plead the cauſe of youth---Their virtue oft, 


Forgets itſelf; it fleeps and gayly dreams, 
Till great occaſion rouze it: then, all flame, 
It walks abroad, with heighten'd foul and vigour, 
And by the change — they the world. 
Ev'n with a kind of ſympathy, I feel 64 
The joy that waits this prince; when all the powers, 
Th' expanding heart can wiſh, of doing good, 
All croud at once upon him. EET 
S. Hear him, immortal ſhades of his great fathers !-- _ 
Forgive me, fir, this trial of your heart: 
Thou! thou art he! 
Tan. Siffredi! 


$i. Tancred, thou | 


That toil upon the boſom-of this iſle, 
By heaven elected to command the reſt; 
To rule, protect them, and to make them happy 
Tan. Manfred my father! I the laſt ſupport 
Of the fam'd Norman line, that awes the world! 
I! who this morning wander'd forth an orphan, 
Outcaſt of all but thee, my ſecond father! 
Thus call'd to glory! to. the firſt great lot 


That, in majeſtic ſilence, ſways at wi 


Let me not be exalted into ſhame, 
Meantime I thank the juſtice of the king, 


I thank thee---Q I ne'gr enough can thank thee Þ-- 
. | | | Yesz A 


„ 
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14 TANCRED ax» SIGISMUNDA. 
Yes, thou haſt been---thou art---ſhalr be my father! 
Thou thalt direct my unexperienc'd' years, 
Shalt be the ruling head, and I the hand, - 

Si. It is enough for me---to ſee my ſovereign 
Aﬀert his virtues, and maintain his honour, _ 
Tan. I think, my lord, you ſaid the king committed 
To you his will. I hope it is not clogg'd 
Wich any baſe conditions, any clauſe 

To tyrannize my heart, and to Conſtantia = - 
Enſlave my hand devoted to another. 

The hint you juſt now gave of that alliance, 

Von muſt imagine, wakes my fear. But know, 

In this alone 1 will not bear diſpute; | 

Not ev'n from thee, Siffredi !---Let the council 

Be ftrait aſſembled, and the will there open d: 
Thence iſſue ſpeedy orders to convene, : 


Who now are in Palermo, will attend, 
To pay their ready _—_ to their king. 
S. I go, my Frog ut once again permit me 
To tell you-- Now, now, is the trying crifis, 
That muſt determine of your future reign. 
O with heroic rigor watch your heart! 
And to the ſovereign duties of the king, 

Th' unequal'd kt 191 ag of a god on earth, 
Submit the common joys, the common paſſions, 
Nay, ev'n the virtues of the private man. 

7 an. Of that no more. They not oppoſe, but aid; 
Invig'rate, cheriſh, and reward each other. | 
| %%% P. 
. TANCRED alone. 

Now, gen'rous Sigiſmunda, comes my turn 
To ſhew my love was not of thine unworthy, 
When fortune bade me bluſh to look to thee: 
But what is fortune to the wiſh of love? 
A miſerable bankrupt! a 
Quick, let me find her! taſte that higheſt joy; 
TH' exalted heart can know, the mixt effuſion 
Of gratitude and love !---Behold, ſhe comes ! 
n LL; 

| TANCKED, S1GISMUNDA. ; 
Tan. My flutt'ring ſoul was all on wing to find thee, 
My love! my Sigiſmunda! To AO Ono. 
Sg. O my Tancred! N 
Tell me what means this myſtery and gloom 


\ 


This day, ere noon, the ſenate : where thoſe barons, 


'That 


TANCRED any STGISMUNDA. 135 
That low'rs around ?---I fear ſome dark event | 
From the king's death to trouble our repoſe ? 
5 me tender calm we in the 1 75 of Belmont 
So happily enjoy'd---Explain this hurry 
W hat Ss NES F a 
Tan. It means that we are happy! 
Beyond our moſt romantic wiſhes happy! 
Sig. You but perplex me more. 
Tan. It means, my faireſt! 
That thou art queen of Sicily; and 1 
The happieſt of mankind! than monarch more! 
Becauſe with thee I can adorn my throne. 
Manfred, who fell by tyrant William's rage,--- 
Fam'd Roger's lineal iſſue, was my father. [Pauſing, 
| You drovp, my love; dejected on a ſudden; 
You ſeem to mourn my fortune---The ſoft tear 
Springs in thy eye---O let me kiſs it off--- 
Why this, my Sigiſmunda? 
Sig. Royal Tancred, 1 
None at your glorious fortune can like me 
Rejoice ; yet me alone, of all Sicilians, 
It makes unhappy. 
an. I ſhould hate it then! 
Should throw, with ſcorn, the ſplendid ruin from me! 
No, Sigiſmunda, 'tis my hope with thee 
To ſhare it, whence it draws its richeſt value. 
Sig. You are my ſovereign---I at humble diſtance 
Tan. Thou art my queen! the ſovereign of my ſoul: 
The dear, the tender, gen'rous Sigiſmunda! _ 
And would'ſt thou claim all goodneſs to thyſelf? 
Can ſt thou thy Tancred deem fo dull of ſoul, 
For the dead form of flattery and pomp, 
The faithful joys of courts, to quit kind truth, 
The cordial ſweets of friendſhip and of love, 
Ihe life of life! my all, my Sigiſmunda! 
I could upbraid thy fears, call them unkind, 
Cruel, unjuſt, an outrage to my heart, 
Did they not ſpring from love. 
Sig. Think not, my Lord, | 
That to ſuch vulgar doubts I can deſcend. 
Your heart, I know, diſdains the little thought 
Of changing with the vain external change 
Of circumſtance and fortune. Rs "AP 
But, ah! the hearts of kings are not their own, _ 
dome high deſcended * who will bring 


„New 


- 
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New pow'r and int reft to your throne, demands 
Your royal hand---perhaps Conſtantia--- 

Tan. She! : 

O name her not! Were I this moment free, 
And nar”, „ 0 he who never figh'd 

For matchleſs worth like thine, I ſhould abhor 
All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father 
Moft baſely murder'd mine; 5 
And can'ſt thou deem me then fo poorly tame, 
So cool a traitor to my father's blood, * 
As from the prudent cowardice of ſtate 8 
- Fer to ſubmit to ſuch a baſe propoſal? 
They whom juſt Heav'n has to a throne exalted, 

To guard the 5 588 and liberties of others, 

What duty binds them to betray their own? 

Or if indeed my choice muſt be dire&ed 

By views of public good, whom ſhall I chuſe 

So fit to grace, to dignify a crown, 

And beam ſweet mercy on a happy people, 

As thee, my love? Whom place upon my throne 
But thee, deſcended from the good Siffredi? 
»Tis fit that heart be thine, which drew from him 
Whate'er can make it worthy thy acceptance. 

Sig. Ceaſe, ceaſe to raiſe my hopes aboye my duty. 
Charm me no more, my Tancred !- -O that we, 
In thoſe bleſt woods where firſt you won my ſoul, 
Had paſs'd our gentle days; far from the toil 
And pomp of courts !* Such is the wiſh of love; 
And proud imperious honour calls you from me. 
*Tis all in vain---You cannot huſh a voice 
That murmurs here---I muſt not be perſuaded! 

TANCRED kneeling. 
Hear me, thou foul of all my hopes and wiſhes! 
And witneſs, Heav'n ! prime ſource of love and joy! 
Not a whole warring world combin'd againſt me, 
Shall ever ſhake my faith to Sigiſmunda 
| T1 Trumpets and Acclamations heard, 

But, hark ! the public voice to duties calls me, 
Which with unwearied zeal I will diſcharge 
And thou, yes thou, thalt be my bright reward--- | 
Yet---ere I go---to huſh thy lovely fears, | 
Thy delicate objeQtions--- [Writes his name, 
” Take this blank, 

Sign'd with my name, and give it to thy father : 
Tell him tis my command, it be fill'd up * 
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With a moſt firi& and folemn marriage-contraQ. 
How dear each tie! how charming to my ſoul ! 

That more unites me to my Sigiſmunda. 


For thee and for my people's good to live, 
Is all the bliſs which ſov'reign pow'r can give. 


44+ +4 644+ HH 41414 ++ 
ACT- BH. 'SCEN'E I. 
SIFFREDI alone. 


80 far tis well the late king's will proceeds _ 
Upon the plan I counſell'd; that prince Tancred 
Shall make Conſtantia partner of his throne. | 
But how this mighty obſtacle ſurmount, 
Which love has thrown betwixt? Love, that diſturbs 
The ſchemes of wiſdom ftill ; that wing'd with paſſion, 
Blind and impetuous in its fond purſuits, | 
Leaves the grey-headed reaſon far behind. 
---My Fund, nt owns | 
Her paſſion for the king; ſhe trembling own'd it, 
With pray'rs and tears, and tender ſupplications, 
That almoſt ſhook. my firmneſs---And this blank, 
Which his raſh fondneſs gave her, ſhews how much, 
To what a wild extrayagance he loves--- 

I ſee no means-- it foils my deepeſt rhought--- 
How to controul this madneſs of the king , 
That wears the face of virtue, and will thence 
Diſdain reſtraint, will from his gen'rous heart 
Borrow new rage, ev'n ſpeciouſſy oppoſe 

To reaſon reaſon---But it muſt be done. 

---The crouding barons 

Here ſummon'd to the palace, meet already, 
To pay their homage, and confirm the will. 
On a bs moments hangs the public fate, 

On a few haſty moments+--Ha! there ſhone | 
A gleam of hope---Yes---with this very paper 
I yet will fave. him---Neceflary means | 
For good and noble ends can ne'er be Wrong. 
In that refiſtleſs, that peculiar caſe, _ 
Deceit is truth and virtue---But how hold 

This lion in the toil? O Iwill form it 

Of ſuch a fatal thread, twiſt it ſo ſtrong 
With all the ties of honour and of duty, 
That his moſt deſp' rate fury ſhall not break _ 

5 | — 2 The 
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The honeſt ſnare To me, I know, tis ruin; 
But ſafety to the public, to the king. 

1 will not reaſon more - No- 'tis fix d! 

1 here devote me for my prince and country; 
Let them be ſafe, and let me nobiy periſh !. | 
Behold Earl Oſmond comes; without whoſe aid 
My ſchemes are all in vain, | | 
2 SCENE II. 
Os Mon. SIFFREDI. 
Of. My lord Siffredi, 

J trom the council haſten'd to Conſtantia, 

Aud have accompliſh'd what we there propos'd. 
The princeſs to the will ſubmits her claims: 
She with her preſence means to grace the ſenate, 


And of your royal charge, young Tancred's hand, 5 


Accept. Methought, beſides, 

I could diſcern that not from prudence merely 
She to this choice ſubmitted, 5 

S. F. Noble Oſmond, n 

Vou have in this done to the public great 

And ſignal ſervice, Yes; I muſt avow it; 

This frank and ready inſtance of your zeal, 

In ſuch a trying eriſis of the ſtate, 

When int' reſt and ambition might have warp'd 
"Yonr views; I own, this truly gen rous virtue 

Upbraids the raſhneſs of my former judgment. 
,. Sfredi, no. To you belongs the praiſe; 
*Tis you, my lord, to whom the many thouſands, 
That by the barb'rous ſword of civil war 


Had fall'n inglorious, owe their lives---I bluſh to think 


] have fo long oppos'd the beſt good man 

In Sicily,--- e ITO TB: | 
To yours I join my hand; with you will own 
No int'reſt and no party but my country. 

Nor is your friendſhip only my ambition: 

There is a dearer name, the name of father, 


By which I ſhould rejoice to call Siffredi. 


our daughter's. hand would to the public weal | 


Unite my private happineſss. 

. My ien, 8 | 
You have my glad conſent. To be allied 
To your diſtinguiſh'd family and merit, 
I hall eſteem an honour. From my ſoul 
1 here embrace Earl Oſmond as my friend 
And ſon.” 4 gr 


SSS er 


7 
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Of. You make him happy. 2 


I from this moment vow myſelt the friend,” 
And zealous ſervant of Siffredi's houſe. 
Enter an Officer belonging to the Court, 
Officer to Siffreli.” 

The king, my lord, demands your ſpeedy 3 

SF. I will attend him ſtraight.- Fare wel, my lord; 
The ſenate meets: there, * ew moments hence, 
I will rejoin you. | | 

Of. There, my noble lord, | 

We will complete this ſalary. work; 

Will there begins a new, auſpicious ZI, eee 
S CEN E III. n 

OSMOND alone! e 

Siffredi gives his daughter to my wiſhes - 

But does the give herſelf? Gay, young, and barer a, 

Perhaps engag d, will the her youthful heart 

Voield to my Farther, — ng years? 

I am not form'd by flattety a ol ; praiſe, 0 
By ſighs and tears, and all che whiviiig trade | 
3 love, to feed à fair one's vanit 

Jo charm at once and ſpoil her. Theſe foi arts 
Nor ſuit my years nor temper; the e be left 
To boys and doating' age. A prudent father, 
By nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice, | 
Reſigns his daughter to a huſband's power, * 
Who, with ſuperior dignity, with reaſon, 
And manly tendetneſs, will ever love her; 
Not tirſt a | kneel; n ſlave, and then a tyrant. 957 
een 
| Enter | Firft Orricek. | 
1/t Offi. My lord, the king is rob d, the ſenate "A its, 
And waits your prefence. neck » Exit On. 

A Shout, Enter Second Orricer, 4 
24 Of. I have not ſeen 
So wild a tumult, the town is mad with tranſport ; 
Shew us our king, they cry, our Norman king, 
The valiant Manfreds ſon, who lov'd the people. 
In vain I told them, we had ſtri& orders, 

To keep for him himſelf, and for the barons, 
All theſe apartments clear. 'Nought cou'd 
3 peaſe their ſtorm of zeal, till at 

e northern gate, that fronts the ſea, 
1 promis'd them admittance. 


* Offi, I 12 not 9 at their rage  j joy! 
ae A wh He 
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He is a brave and amiable prince. ____ 
When in my Lord Siffredi's houſe I liv'd, 
 Ere by his favour I obtain d this office, | 
there remember well the young Count Tancred, 
To ſee him and to love him were the fame, 
He was fo noble in his ways, yet ſtill IE 
So affable and mild----- Well, well, old Sicily, 
Yet, happy days await thee! _ | TH 
. 2d Off. Grant it Heav'n! | | 
We have ſeen ſad and troublous times enough. 
He is, they ſay, to wed the late king's fifter, 
% [KKK IDs 
1/t Off. Friend, of that I greatly doubt. 
Or I miſtake, or Lord Siffredi's daughter, 
The gentle ü eee has his heart. Pig 
If one may judge by kindly cordial looks, 4 
And fond aſſiduous care to pleaſe each other, | 
Mott certainly they love------O be they bleſs d 
As they deſerve } It were great pity aught | 
Should part a matchleſs pair: the glory he, 
And ſhe the blooming grace of Sicily ! 
2d Offi. My Lord Rodolpho comes, 
_- ___ . RovoLrno, from ile Seuaie. 
Ro, My honeſt friends, 
You may -zetire. i, 
THER hands! HI 
This will perplexes all. No, Tancred never 
Can ſtoop to theſe conditions, which at once « 
Attack his rights, his honour, and his love. When 
He heard th arb he, baſe conditions of the will, 
Uncertain, toſs'd in cruel agitation, | 
He oft, methought, addrels d himſelf to ſpeak 
And interrupt Sitfredi; who appear dl, 
With conſcious haſte, to dread that interruption, 
And hurry'd on- -But hark! I hear a noiſe, 
As if th' afſembly roſe---Ha! Sigiſmunda, os 
Oppreſs d with grief, and wrapt in penſive ſorrow, 


Patles along--- a ö 1 OP 6 
[Sigiſmunda and Attendants paſs thre 

ine back ſcene, Laura advances. 

ELEC... 

| Ropoteao, LAURA. 

Lau. Your high-prais'd friend, the king, 

Ts falſe, moſt vilely falſe! The meaneſt flaye 
Had fhown a nobler heart; nor groſsly thus, 


„ „ e. e woo 


DANN 


a a Mo. 


2 


Which he, this day, by ſuch amazing fortune, 


Siffredi read his full and free conſent, 


To act this ſcene in Sigiſmunda's eye, | 
Who ſunk bentath his perfidy and þaſeneſs. 


He left the poor unhappy Sigiſmunda, 


He comex---Farewel---L cannot bear his preſence ! 


Was ever king, was ever man ſo treated? 
So trampled into baſeneſs! 3 


That wounds me there---there} where the human 
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By the firſt bait ambition ſpread, been gull'd. 
He Manfred's ſon! away !-it cannot be! 
The ſon of that brave prince: could ne'er betray 
Thoſe rights ſo long e from his great fathers, 
Had juſt regain d; he ne er could ſacrice 
All taith, all honour, gratitude, and love, | 
All in a moment---And for what? Why, truly, 
For kind permiſhon, gracious leave, to tit 
On his own throne with tyrant William's daughter! 
Ro. I ſtand amaz'd-----You ſurely wrong him, 
„ ae 8 Wm 
There muſt be ſome miſtake, 


Lau. There can be none ! 


Before th' applauding ſenate. True indeed, 
A ſmall remain of ſhame, a timorous weakneſs, - 
Ev'n daſtardly in falſhood, made him bluſh 


Hence, till to-morrow he adjotirn'd the ſenate--- 
To-morrow fi d with infamy to crown him! 
Then, leading off his gay triumphant princeſs, 


To bend her uembling ſteps to that ſad home X 
His faichleſs — render hateful to her- 


| N &: NI: 
TanckED. SIT TREDI. RoDoLPHoO, 
TANGRED, entering, to SIFFREDI. 
Avoid me, hoy Weiter |---Go, Rodolpha, | 
Give orders that all paſſages this way 
Be ſhut---Defend me from a hateful world, 
The bane of peace and honour---then return- 
What {dof thou haunt me till? O monſtrous 
inſult ! "Sag | B 
Unparallel'd indignity ! Juſt Heaven! 


SF. Here, my liege, | 
Here ftrike;! I nor deferve, nor aſk. for mercy. 
Tan. All, all but this I could have borne-- -but this! 
This murd'rous ſtroke that abs my peace for ever! _ 


| heart | 
Moſt exquifitely feels - 
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Were B84; ; 
My royal lord! appeaſe on me your vengeance ! | 
| Tan. Did ever tyrant imagine aught ſo cruel! — 
The loweſt ſlave that crawls upon the earth, Tt 
Robb'd of each comfort Heaven beſtows on mortals, -- 
On the bare ground, has ſtill his virtue left In 
3 The ſacred treaſures of an honeſt heart, Th 
Which thou haſt dar'd, with raſh audacious hand, Tt 
' And impious fraud, in me to violate--= _ . = 
SF. Behold, my liege, that raſn audacious hand, 8 
| Which not repens its crime---O glorious! happy In 
| Jt by my ruin 1 can fave your honour. '' | Sh; 
| Tan. Such honour I renounce! with ſovereign W 
: | | | ſcorn ; 6-421 Nan | | Bu 
Greatly deteſt it, and its mean adviſer! _ — a 
. Haft thou not dar'd beneath my name to ſhelter--- 1 V 
Beneath thy ſovereign's name baſely preſumd 1 
To ſhield a lie? a le? in public utter dt. l 4 
To all deluded Sicily? But know, 98 0) M 
This poor contrivance is as weak as baſdGQ. "ot 
What! marry her! Conſtantia! her? the daughter 1 
Of the fell tyrant who deftroy'd my father! 4 
The very thought is madneſs! ere thou ſeeſt | 
The torch of Hymen light theſe hated nuptials, Be! 
Thou ſhalt behold Sicilia wrapt in flames, MW 
Her cities raz'd, her vallies drench'd with flaughter - Ar 
| Love ſet afide---my pride aſſumes the quarrel, © 5 
My honour now is up; in ſpite of thee, To 
A world combin'd againſt me, I will give - Thb 
This ſcatter'd will in fragments to the winds; Th 
Cruſh all who dare oppoſe me to the duſt, 
And heap perdition on thee! + e 
H. Sir, tis juſt. SOL eee | Fre 
_ Exhauſt on me your rage: I claim it all. Tu 
But for theſe public threats thy paſſion utters, 12S -- - 
Tis what thou canſt not doll | Ar 
Tan. 1 cannot! ha! | USL TING A, — 
What ſhall arreſt my vengeance ? Who? a _ 
Siff. Thyſelf! | 8 . 7 
Tan. Away! dare not to juſtify thy crime! Ri 
That, that alone can aggravate it's horror; ] Un 
Add inſolence to inſolence-Perha ss W. 
May make my rage forget -- tee #417 He 
Si. O let it burſt ee e eee e W 
On this grey head devoted to thy ſervice! 3 Bet 
But when the ſtorm has vented all it's fury, * LY Het 
Na s Thou 8 - 
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Thou then muſt hear-+-nay more, I know, than 
wilt | FR. 
Wilt hear the calm, yet ſtronger voice of reaſon. | 
Thou muſt reflect that there are other duties--- 
---Yes, thou muſt, 
In calmer hours, diveſt thee of thy love, 
Theſe common paſſions of the vulgar breaſt, 
This boiling heat of youth, and be a king ! 
The lover of thy people! 5 . 
Tan. Ves, I will be a king, but not a ſlave! 
In this will be a king! in this my people \ 
Shall learn to judge Low I will guard their rights, 
When they behold me vindicate my own. \ 
But have 1, fay, been treated like a king ?-- 
Heavens! could I ſtoop to ſuch outrageous uſage, 
I were a mean, a ſhameleſs wretch, unworthy 
To wield a ſcepter in a land of ſlaves, 
A ſoil abhorr'd of virtue, ſhould belie | 
My father's blood, belie thoſe very maxims, 
At other times, you taught my youth---Siffredi ! 
| | wr {In a ſoftened tone of voics. 
KF. Behold, my prince, behold thy poor old 
ES ſervant, Engl ue £4; | 
Bent on his feeble knees, to beg, conjure thee, 
Wich tears to beg thee, to controul thy paſſion, - 
And fave thyſelf, thy honour, and thy people! 
Kneeling with me, behold the many hears 5 
To thy protection truſted: fathers, mothers, 
The ſacred front of venerable age, 
The tender virgin and the helpleſs infant; ſee them 
all, OT 3 


Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to ſave them 
From miſery and war, from crimes and rapine! 
Turn not away+--Qh is there not ſome part, 
In thy great heart, ſo ſenſible to kindneſs, /- 
And gen'rous warmth, ſome nobler part, to feel 
The prayers and tears of theſe, the mingled voice 
Of * us earth! Mak ets 811 
Tan. There is! and thou haſt touch'd it. 
Riſe, riſe, Siffredi---Oh ! thou haſt undone me, 
Unkind old man ! +--O ill-entreated Tancred ! 
Which way ſoe er I turn, diſhonour rears 
Her hideous front---and miſery and ruin! 18 0 
Why have you rais'd this wr] (rh conflict 
Betwixt the duties of the W man? 1 
Het virtue againſt virtue? --- But hold, my foul, 


Thy 


[| 
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Thy fteady purpoſe---Toſs'd by various paſhons, 
To his — 96 Te There „ 
Can be, no public without private virtue 
Then mark me well, obferve what I command; 
To-morrow, when the ſenate meets again, 
Unfold the whole, unravel the deceit ;--- 
Start not, my lord--- Fhis muſt and ſhall be done ! 
Or here our friendſhip ends---Howe'er diſguis d, 
Whatever thy pretence, thou art a traitor | | 
S I ſhould indeed deſerve the name of traitor, ST 
And ev'n a traitor's fate, had I fo ſlightly, 
| From principles ſo weak, done what I 40 


As e er to diſavow it — A 
an. Ha l- — | Ho 
. My liege, | Th 
Expect not this---Tho' practis d long in courts, Is 
I have not ſo far learn'd their ſubtle trade, | In 
To veer obedient with each guſt of paſſion. "Pai 
I honour thee, I venerate —_ orders, | T 
But honour more my duty, ht on earth | : He 
Shall ever ſhake me ns: that foi oc, I l 
Nor ſmiles nor frowns--- . He 
an, You will not then? : | Ti 
SZ. I cannot! : 
an. Away! begone 1---O my Redolphs, come, 8. 
And ſave me trom this traitor * Henee, I ſay! J. 1 ; 
No reply! away | Is 
95 G ER N E VIE: 12 
TANCRERD. ROD OLT RO. | T 
Ro. What can incenſe my Hong ſo highly N 
"Again his friend Siffredi? 
Tan. Friend! Rodolpho? | N 
When I have told thee what this friend has done, 80 
How play d me like a boy, a baſe-born wretch, 


Who had not heart nor pirit thou wilt ſtand 
Amaz'd, and wonder at my ſtupid patience. 

But this, my friend, theſe ſtormy guſts of pride N 
Are foreign to my love Till Sigifmunda þ 
Be diſabus d, my breaſt is tumult all. 1 f 

Come chem my friend, and by the hand of Laura, 5 
O let me ſteal a letter to her boſom--- 0 0 
Fly! my Rodolpho, fly! engage thy ſiſter p 
To aid my letter, and this very evening 
Secure an interview- -I would not bear 
This rack another day, not for my kingdom! | _ 3 
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Till chen deep plung'd in ſolitude and ſhades, . 
I will not fee the hated face of man. 2 


Thought drives on 2 on paſſions paſſions roll; 
Her ſmiles alone can calm my raging ſoul. 


eee 


ACT III. 8 C EN E I. 
SIGISMUND A alone, fitting in a diſconſolate 


A tyrant prince! ah more than faithleſs Tancred! 
Ungen rous and inhuman in thy falſehood !--- 
How could' thou beſo cruel ?--- N 
Thus to reyive my hopes, to ſooth my love, 
: And call forth all its tenderneſs, then fink me 
In black deſpair !---W hat unrelenting pride 
Poſſeſs d thy breaſt, that thou could ſt bear unmoy'd : 
To ſee me bent beneath a weight of ſhame ? 
How could'ſt thou drag me 
In barb rous triumph at a rival's car? 
How make me witneſs to a ſight of horror? 
That hand, which, but a few ſhort hours ago, 
So wantonly abus d my fimple faith, _ 
J Before th atteſting world given to another! 
' Irrevocably given -- | 
Is there, kind Heaven! no conſtancy in man? 
No ſtedfaſt truth, no gen'rons, fix d affection, 
That can bear up againſt a ſelfiſh world ? 5 
No, there is none---Even Tancred is inconſtant !- 
| | [ Rejing. 
My father comes---How, ſunk in this diforder, 
Shall I ſuſtain his preſence? 
S1FFREDI. SI1:GISMUNDA. 
Siff. Sigiſmunda, 
My deareſt child! I grieve to find thee thus 
A prey to tears. I Know the powerful cauſe 
From which they flow, and therefore can excuſe therhy 
But not their wilful, obſtinate continuance. 
Come, wake to reaſon from this dream of love; 
And ſhew the world thou art Siffredi's daughter. 
Sig. Alas! Lam unworthy of that nam. 
S. Thou art indeed to blame; thou haſt too raſhly 
Engag'd thy heart, without a father's ſanction. 


But 
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But this I can forgive. The king has virtues 

That plead thy full excuſe ; nor was I void 

Ot. blame, to truſt thee to theſe dangerous virtues, 

Then dread not my reproaches. 'The' he blames, 

Thy tender father pities more than blames thee. 

Thou art my daughter 11; and, if thy heart 

Will now reſume its pride, aſſert itſelf, 

And greatly riſe ſuperior to this trial, 

I to my warmeſt confidence again . 

Will take thee, and eſteem thee more my daughter. 
Sig. O you are gentler far than I deſerve l- 

It is, it ever was, my darling pride, 

To-bend my ſoul to your ſupreme commands, 

Yourwiſef will ; and tho', by love betray'd--- 

Alas! and puniſh'd too -I have tranſgreſs d 

The niceſt bounds of duty, yet I feel 
A ſentiment of tudes. a ſource 
Of filial nature ſpringing in my breaſt, ES! 
That, ſhould ic kill me, ſhall control this paſſion, 
And make me all ſubmiſſion and obedience 
To you, my honour'd lord, the beſt of fathers. 

F. Come! let me take thee to a parent's heart; 
There, with the kindly aid of my advice, 

Ev'n with the dew ot theſe paternal tears, 

Revive and nouriſh this becoming ſpirit--- 

Then thou doſt promiſe me, my Sigiſmunda--- 
Thy father ſtoops to make it his requeſt--- 

Thou wilt reſign thy fond preſumptuous hopes, 
And henceforth never more indulge one thought 
That in the light of love regards the king? | 

Sig. Hopes I have none !--- Thoſe by this fatal day 
Are blaſted all---But from my ſoul to baniſh, 
While weeping memory there retains her ſeat, 
Thoughts which the pureſt boſom might have cheriſh'd, 
Once my <delight, now, even in anguiſh charming, 

Is more, alas! my lord, than I can promiſe. 

SF. Abſence and time, the ſoft'er of our paſhons, 
Will conquer this. . Meantime I hope from thee 
A pen'rous, great effort ( Muſt for thee, 

To make thee bleſt, Sicilia be unhappy ? 
The king himſelf, loſt to the nobler ſenſe 
Of manly praiſe, become the piteous hero 

Of ſome ſoft tale, and ruſh on ſure deftruQion ? 
Canſt thou, my daughter, let the monſtrous thought 
Poſſeſs one moment thy perverted fancy ? _ 3 
5 BD OUE 


Lies flumb'ring in thy ſoul, bid it blaze forth; 
This day th 


But, in that moment when my humbled hopes 


— 91 


Subjects us all, and ev'n the nobleſt moſt, 


A chain which his has greatly thrown aſide. 


. 1 
— — — — Es 
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Rouſe thee; for ſhame ! and if a ſpark of virtue 


Nor fink unequal to the glorious leſſon, 

y lover gave thee from his throne. _. 
Sis. Ah, that was not from virtue !---Had, my father, 
That been his aim, I yield to what you ay; 
'Tis powerful truth, unanſwerable reaſon. 
Then, then, with ſad, but duteous refignation, 
I had ſubmitted, as became your daughter. 


Were to my duty reconcil'd, to raiſe them 16 kf 
To yet a fonder height than cer they kne ww. 
Then rudely daſh them down---There is the ting! ! 
The blaſting view Is ever preſent. to me- 
Why did you drag me to a Phe ſo cruel ?- | 

. It was a ſcene to fire thy emulation. 

Sig. It was a ſcene of perfidy But know, 
I will do more than imitate the king-- 
For he is falſe !---I, tho' fincerely pierc'd _ 
With the beſt, trueſt paſſion, ever touch'd 

in's breaſt, here yow to Heav'n and you, 

Tho from my heart I cannot, from my hopes 


To caſt this prince What would you more, my 
„„ OT 


IF. * one thing more b 
appy-- | 
Tho' by the voice of 
Abſolv'd, we live not to ourſelves alone: 
A rigorous world, with peremptory ſway, 


This world from thee, my honour and thy own, 
Demands one ſtep; a Rep, by which convinc d 
The king may ſee thy heart c i{dains to wear 


But, above all, thou muſt root out for ever 

From the king's breaſt the Teaſt remain of hope, 
And hencefotth make his mention d love diſhonour. 
Theſe things, my daughter, that muſt needs be done, 
Can but this way be done---by the ſale refuge, 

The ſacred ſhelter of a huſband's arms. 

And there is one--- | 3 
Sg. Good Heay'ns! what means my lord? 
Sf. One of illuſtrious family, high rank, 
Yer ſtill of higher dignity and merit, 
ho can and will protect thee ; one to awe 


The king himſelf.--Nay, bear me, Slgifmunda--- h 


| 
' 
i 


As well as juſtice for me 1 - in 


PISS —— — 


— 
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"Phe noble Oſmond courts thee for his bride, a, bur | 
-And has my plighted wword---T his ! 1 an! os 


; Sip . (Kneeling) My father! - 1 10 * 
Lic me with tremblinj arms embrace thy, knees} —— 5 


O if. you ever with 4 to. ſe” me happy; F 400 5 


If e'er in infant years Ave. you J0y, ? 
When, abl prattling t In ond our neck, Rp ai) 
You ſnatch'd me to your boſom, Ke d my eyes, 
And melting, faid you ſaw my mother 7 055 ; 

O fave me from that worſt ſeverity of fate! of 
O outrage not my breaking heart to that degree -— 
Hear me, m Geareft father! 15 FH voice 
Of nature and hümaànity, that 


Without your, wiſe diteckion Ar 10 Ih 
But ſtill my choice is free - | 
And would vou chus de grade me? Make me baſe? — 
Por ſuch it were, to Five my worthleſs, Parton . 
Without my heart, an 1 to Oſmond 

The higheſt can be dene Let me, my jon. 

Or I ſhall die, ſhall by the ſudden 8 * 

Be to diſtraction fhock d- Let me wear out 


My hapleſs days in folicude and flence, 


At leaft---you 'cannot ſure refuſe me * 


ive me a little time---L will $0 all, 


All I can do, to pleaſe you! 3 | 
Sf. Riſe, Sigiſmunds---Tho' you RY my heart, 
Nothing can make th' inexorable 5 JU 


Then, b Nie 4 05 flial ous. N 5 a 


Sie. rake me, oy Os Net 2 1 a 


BE hee ſoft graſp, or nature 11] Kin, me! TY ic q 


0 gen us, Heaven! that fortitude 0 mind, 
Whic likens to out guy, not our Fal Wr 
Quit me, my ckydt os ary ud n 


Ke. You cannot, ch m my Hub? th Ko 
You cannot leave mie thus . 

Si, Come hither, Laura. | 
Come to thy friend. Now ſhew yet a W | 
Combat her weakneſs ; difipate her tears; 
Cheriſh, and recoucil her to her Os. Ati 


SCENE 


12 
? 


- 
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S1G15KA4N Aj Lauka... 

Sig. O woe on woe! diſtreſs d by love and. duty 1 


0 8 ry ,wa unhapp Si ümunda! 
12 b Forgive, N Em, if. I. blame your, wich, 


2 ca you waſte ' your tears, on one ſo falſe 1 
Unwort 


of your tenderneſs ; ;. 10, N hom , 3} 
Nought at os contempt is due and indignation? # T 
Sig. You know not half the horrors of my My 
I might perhaps have learn'd.to [corn his Rs 34 
Nay, when the firſt ſad-burft of tears was paſt, | 
1 eight have rgus:d 197 pride and ſcorn d himſelf-- — 
But tis too much, this teſt, laſt mis ortune g 
O whither ſhall 1 fly ke bide me, 2 17 
From the dire Ben. ny Father x now PRE Fares. 
Lau. What thug alarms. vou, madam : 
Sig. Can it be? wg . 118. 
Can I—-ah no -at once give to Ae Say TR 
My violated heart; in one wild moment? 
He brings Earl Oſmond to ork my vows ! 
O dreadful chang ge! for 1 r og Oſmond! , 
Lau. Now G my i foul.” Hoe an outrag'd he andy, 
.Like thine, Ga wiſh K . ** Wer, us, 
nee 


4 


) Oo: ws 2 2. 


K en 
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evenge on v. bom? e 


oh 


* 
oy 


Se. 
On my own 1 eady. but- 986 Wretehed! 15 
Lau. On him! this Tancred! who has dae "mY 
For the dull form of deſpicable grandeur, 5 T . 
His faith, his Ive At ance a ſlave and tyrant! N 
** © raillat me, at my believing foll 3 
My vain ill-hounded, hopes; but ſpare kim, 888 
Lau. ' Who rais'd the bees bs tr fünf oe 
that weakneſs? „ an 
Pardon the word---You. preatly merit bim; 8 1 
Better than him, with a his, Siddy pomp ! 1 2 
You raixd him b you) r mies. when h 1 


jen he was nothin ng! 
Where is ydur Woman's Kc „IT hat guardian bird 
Given us to 40 ſh che perady of man? 
Ye pow” rs! 1 cannot bear the tHought * 111 fene 
Before the public us, before your father, 'Þ 
By an irrevocable FSA Ned, 9. 

Wich ſuch hu Tub to throw ou from bit 

Jo give his Faithleſs hand yet warm 7 om thine, | 
"Wit complicated f 1 gh to Conftantia! 


92 And to compleat Ks crime, when thy weak Umks 
"5 Could: 


— : 


Of one who punith'd her il-judging heart, 
Who made it bow to what it moſt abhorr'd! _ 


May jealouſy awak 


His ſoul to madneſs! ſet him up a terror, 


30 TANCRED. ano SIGISMUNDA. 
Could ſcarce ſupport thee, then, of thee regardleſs, 
„ HTO OOTTTC 

Sig. That was indeed a fight 
To poifon love! to turn it into rage 
Andk 


WT 


een contempt !---W hat means this ſtupid weakneſs 


You in a rival's arms lament = Sam | 
be 
: : 


That ſaft, that patient, gentle A ibkun, 


Who can confole her With the wretched boaſt, 
She was for thee unhappy If I am, 5 

I will be nobly ſo!—-Sicilia's daughters 5 
Shall wond'ring fee in me a great example 


Cruſh'd it to-miſery ! for having thus 


800 lightly lien d to a worthleſs lever! 


Lau. At laſt it mounts! the kindling pride of virtue! 


Truſt me, the marriage will embitter his- 
Sig. O may the furies light his- nuptial torch! 


Be it accurs'd as mine! for the fair peace, 


The tender joys of Hymene dt 
7 fel i rſe I : 1 

Pour all theit flerceſt venom through his breaſt !--- ; 

Where the fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow! 


Let me not think---By injur'd love! I yow, 


* 1 


Pl 


Thou ſhalt, baſe prince? perfidious and inhuman !/ 


Thou ſhalt behold me in another's arms! 


In his thou hateft !---Qſmond's !. 
Lau. That will grind 


His heart with ſecret rage !---Aye, that will ſting 


A ſpectacle of woe to faithlefs lovers !--- 


| Your cooler thought, befides, will of the chan "gt 
Approve, and think it happy. Noble Oſmbn 


From the ſame ſtock with him derives his birth, 
Firſt of Sicilian barons, prudent, brave, 

Of ſtricteſt honour, and by all rever'd--- __ 
Sig. Talk not of Oſmond, but perfidious Tancred ! 
Rail at him, rail! invent new names of ſcorn! ada 


\ 


A 
C 
7 
2 
\ 
] 
Wu 


* * 
, — - — ; 
"> > * an 
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Aſſiſt me, Laura; lend my rage freſh fue; 
Support my ſtaggering purpoſe, which already 
Begins to Nil me- Ah my vaunts how vain! 
How have I ly'd to my own heart !---Alas ! 

My tears return, the mighty flood o'erwhelms me! 
Ten thouſand crouding images diſtract 

My tortur'd thought---And is it come to this? 

Our hopes? Our vows? . 


To make each other happy? Come to this! 


Lau. If thy own peace and honour cannot keep 
Thy reſolution. fix d, yet, Sigiſmunda, g 
O think how deeply, how beyond retreat, 


| oP father is engag'd. - 


ig. Ah wretched weakneſs! 3 
And have I then no tears ſor thee, my father? 
Can 1 forget thy cares, from helpleſs years, 
Thy tenderneſs for me? Shall I, for theſe, 


| Repay thy ſtooping venerable age, 


With. ſhame, difquiet, anguifly and diſhonour ? 


It muſt not be !--- Thou firſt of angels! come 


Sweet filial piety! and urg breaſt! 
r tat 


Yes, let one daughter to her tate ſubmit, 
Pe nably wretched---but her father happy 


aura they come !---O Heav'ns! 1 cannot ſtand 


The horrid trial! Open, open, earth! = 
And hide me from their view! _ lf. 
Lau. Madam! F. 


S'C- EF WE IV, 5 
SrrrREDI. Os Mon p. S1GISMUNDA. LAURAs. 
SF. My daughter,, +- +. . 2 
Behold my noble friend who courts thy hand, 
And whom to call my ſon I ſhall be proud. 
Of... Think not, I preſume, . 
Madam, on, this your. father's kind conſent 


To make me bleſs d. I. love · you from a heart, 
That ſeeks your good ſuperior to my own; G 


And will, by ev'ry, art of tender friendſhip, | i 


Conſult your deareſt welfare. - May 1 hope, 1 

Yours does not. diſavow your father 's choice? 1 

Sig. I am @ daughter, Sir, and have no pow-wr | 

O'er y.,own heart---1 die---Support me, Laura. Faints, 

/ 4}, Help !----Bear her — She breathes My 
n A $ 


ph ets ©. daughter 

LIN | Se. Oh! _ G 4 8 9 
XY FS Ja-e 4 weaknefg--rSoft---My, Laun, lead me | | 
mp apartment. | 
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. Siff. Pardon me, my Lord, 1 Tk 
If, by this ſudden accident alarm'd, | 
I leave you for a moment. x 
SCENE V. 
 .OSMOQOND alone. 
Let me think--- | 
What can this mean?— Is it to me averſion? _ | 
Or is it, as I fear'd, ſhe loves another? | 
Ha! — Yes — Perhaps the king, the young Count 
They were bred up together—Surely that, 
That cannot be—Has he not giv'n his hand, 
In the moſt ſolemn manner, to Conſtantia ? 
Does not his crown depend upon the deed ? 
What is it then ?—-l care not what it be. 
| She muſt be mime—She is—lf yet her heart 
Conſent not to my happineſs, her duty, 
12 to my tender cares, will gain ſo much 
Upon her gen'rous nature — That will follow. 


The man of ſenſe, who acts a prudent part, 
Not flatt'ring ſteals, but forms himſelf the heart. 


rr 


ee + 


The Garden belonging to SixrxeD1's Houſe. 
SIOISMUND A. LAURA. 
Seis MUuNDA, with a Letter in her Hand, 


TE done —I am a flave!— The fatal vo- ; 
> Has paſs d my lips! — Methought in thoſe 1a; 
| moments | | 
The tombs around, the ſaints, the darken' d altar, 
And all thetrembling ſhrines with horror ſhook. 
But here is frall new matter of diftreſs. 
O Tancred, ceaſę to perſecute me more ! — 
O grudpe me not ſome caliner ſtate of woe 
Some quiet glaom to ſhade my hopeleſs days, 
Where I may never hear of love and thee: — 
Has Laura too confpir'd againk my peace? 
Why did you take this letter Bear it back g 
$4 $4 <4 (67ving her the Jener. 


J will not court new pain. 
Lau. Madam, Rodolpho ; 3 
Vag's me much, yay, en with tears £onjur 4 


which I gave you, 
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But this once more to ſerve th' unhappy king 
For ſuch he ſaid he was—that tho' enrag'd, 
Equal with thee, at his inhuman falſehood, 
I could not to my brother's fervent prayers 
Refuſe this office Read i. His excuſes 
Will only more expoſe his falſchood. 

Sig. No: 9 g 


It ſuits not Oſmond's wife to read one line 


From that contagious hand—$he knows too well! 
Lau. He paints him out diſtreſs d beyond expreſſion, 

Ev'n on the point ot madneſs. Wild as winds, 

And fighting ſeas, he raves. His paſſions mix, 

With ceaſeleſs rage, all in each giddy moment. 

He dies to ſee thee, and to clear his fait. F 

Sig. Save me from thac!—That would be worſe 

than all! : LD PBs » 

Lau. I but report my brother's words; who then 

Began to talk of ſome dark impoſition, 

That had deceiv'd us all: when, interrupted, 


We heard your father and Earl Oſmond near, 


As ſummon'd to Conſtantia's court they went. 
Sig. Ha! —Impoſit ion — Well —If Im deom d 


Jo be, o er all my ſex, the wretch of love, 


In vain I would reſiſt Give me the letter— 
To know the worſt is ſome relief—Alas ! 


It was not thus, with ſuch dire palpitations, 


That, Tancred, once I us'd to read thy letters, — | 


(Aitempting to read the Leiter, but gives it 4 Laura.) 


Ah fond remembrance blinds me Read it, Laura. 
| LAURA veads, | 
NJ ELIVER me, Sigiſmunda, from that meſt exqui- 
fite mijery which a faithful heart can ſuffer — 


Jo te thought baſe by hers, from whoſe efteem even 


virtue borrows new charms. When I ſub fitted to 
cruel ſituation, it was n 75 ehood you beheld, but 
an exceſs of love. Rather than endanger that, I for 
a while gave up my honour, | Kvery moment, till I ſee 
you, ſtabs me with ſeverer pangs than real guilt itſelf 
can feel. Let me then conjure you ta meet me in 


garden, towards the cloſe of the day, when I will ex- 


plain this myſtery. We have feen moſt intumenty a- 
is N and that by the means of the very gaper 
* the warmeſt fincerity of love, 

8 aſſure to you the heart and hand of LAN RES. 
Kg. There, Laura, there, the dreadful 15 
r | 


e IIS SED >» Fe PAID . 7⁵˙¹Ü >, PG AAS A ae 
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That paper! ah that paper! it ſuggeſts Lage 
A thouſand horrid — 15 57 father | 

Gave it; - and he perhaps dare not caſt ' 

A look that way If yet indeed you love me, 

O blaſt me not, kind Tancred, with the truth! 
O pitying keep me ignorant for ever?! aps 
What ſtrange, peculiar miſery is. mine! 
Reduc'd to wiſh the man I love were falſe! 
Why was I hurry'd to a ftep fo raſh? 

+Repairleſs woe ?—lI might have waited, ſure, . 
A few ſhort honrs—No duty that forbade— 
I ow'd thy love that juſtice ; till this day 
Thy love an image of all perfect goodneſs! 


A beam from Heaven that glow'd With ev ry virtue! 


And have I thrown this prize of life away? 

The piteous wreck of one diſtracted moment? 

Ah curs'd, ah blind revenge — On ev'ry band 

I was betray'd—Yon, Laura, too, betray d me 


Lau. Who, who but he, whate'er he writes, be-- 


tray d you? 


For once I will with you ſuppoſe, that his agreement « 
To" the king's will was ds g The forged by, 


whom? | 
Your father ſeorns the crime---Yet what avails it? 
This, if it-clears his truth, condemns his ſpirit... 
A youthful king, by love and honour fir d, 
Patient to ſit on his inſulted throne, 280 
And let an outrage, of ſo high a nature, 
Unpuniſh'd paſs, uncheck d, uncontradicted- 
O 'tis a meanneſs equaFey'n to falſehood! 
* © Gig. Laura, no'more---We have already judg's : 
Too largely without knowledge. . 
Yes, I gin to feel a ſad ny > 
Jam undo, from that eternal ſource. _ | 
Of human woes---the" 1 of the paſſions. 
But What have I to do With theſe excuſes? 3 
O ceaſe, my treach' rous heart, to give them. room! 
It ſuits not thee to plead a lover's cauſe; en 
Do'n to lament my fate is now diſhonour. 


Nought now remains, but, with relentleſs purpoſe; ; 


To Run all interviews, all clearin; 
Of this dark ſcene; to wrap myſelf in gloom, . 
In folitude and ſhades; there to devour. 

Ahe filent forrows ever ſwelling here; 
; Nad ſuter I muſt be wretehed for I. muſt 


; * 


Te 


Te 


MF, life! my Keiko 


Demands that high alliance? 
Lou have done well. The man, whom Heaven ap- 


| In all you have done well; but when you bade 


It Was thy barb'rous father, sisllnundz, 
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To claim the might miſ myſelf, 1 

Engrofs it all, and ſpare a hapleſs father. SPA, 'F Fl 

Hence, let me fly !---T he hour 8 r 
Lau. Madam, 


3 he comes The king | 


Sig. Heavens! how eſcape ? 


No---I will ſtay---This one laſt mecting-—Leave me, 


f S GENE H. 
. Taxe R Ep. S1G1SMUNDA, 
Tan, And are theſe long! hours of torture = 


ke," Riſe, my lord. 


ſovereign thus no more becomes me. 
b 6 


let me kils the ground on which you tread 
140 me exhale my l in ſofteſt tranſport ! 


Since I again embrace my Sigiſmunda ! L ing. 
Unkind! how couldf{ thou ever deem me falſe? 


F e bimſel at ler feet. 


How thus diſhonour love ?—After the vows, 
The fervent truth, the tender proteſtations, 
Which mine has often pour'd, to let thy breaſt, 


Win er Ad appearance was, admit ſuſpicion? 


How ! when I heard myſelf y our full conſent 
Te 5 | 


e late king's ſo juſt and EE Will? 
Heard it before you read, in ſole mn ſenate? 


When! beheld yoo give your royal hand 


To her, whoſe birth and di 1 of <4 
es, My lor 


points 


"Fo 80 govern vthers ſhould himſelf firſt learn 


© x: PEI 


To bend his paſſions to the ſway of reaſon. , 


My humbled hopes look up to you again, 
Ard ſooth'd with wanton cruelt my weaknefs— 
That too was well My ATA eſerv d 61 
The ſharp rebuke. 

Tan. Chide on, chide on. "Thy ſoft era 

"+. NOW, 
Inſtead of wounding, only 19 my fondneſs. 
No, no, thou charming comfort of my foul! 
I never lov'd thee with ſuch faithful ardor, 


As in that cruel miſerable moment yeu thought me 
alſe. 


Who 
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Who eaught me in the to. He turn'd that paper, 
Meant for th aſſurinig bond of nuptial tore, 585 
To ruin it for ever; He, he wrote 85 
That forg'd conſent, you heard, beneath fa name. 
Had he not been thy e my love! 
bo tremble, you grow pale. 

„Oh leave me, Tancred! | 

Tan. No!—Leave thee !—Never! never! 2 nt 

M —— at peace, till theſe dear lips again 0e 
Prod tine>thee mine! without thee I renounce 2 5 
Myſelf, my friends, the world Here or this Hand 
We. My lord, forget that wy WHEY Ever noe 
Can be to thine anited— Lahr : 
Tan Sind?! 


7 
4 
_ 


— 
35 


What deft thou mean? Thy words ; thy look, 0 


nmmnner, 

Seen to conceal ſome horrid: ſerret—Hetvens '- 
No—-That was w 114 Piſtrackion fires t Ra Tap 5 — 
Sig. Enquire no mbre I never can be thine.” 
Tan. Whit, who! ſhalf interpofe ? who Whats be 
To brave the fury of oa ont age" [fewpe 

f , Who, ere he ſees thee ravilled from his hopes, 
II wrap all Blazing Sicily ih flames - 
Sg. In vain nr me my tor ---This fatal 


ſoin d co. my fathet's umtelenlting will, lertot, 
as plac'd an everlafticig bar Berwixt OO. 
I am---Earl Oſmond's- Wife. ale 


n 


a Tan. Earl Oſniond's * 3 oh 7 1 W 
* ra" long pauſe, during oe the · 
| Lie 3 . th 4 125 . and 
moſt tender diſireſs.] 
Heavens did I bear thee right? What! m. aryl! 
Loſt to thy faithful Tancred! Ist for ever! fmarry'd! 
Could thou then doom me to ſuch matchlefs de 
Without fo much as hearin i eee 
_— what haft thou done? Ah, e 23 
| * raſh credulity has done a deed | 
Which, of two Happieſt Iovers that et felt 
The bliſsful Power, Te made two finiſh'd Wretches! 
But--Madneſs Sure, thou know'ſt it cannot be! 
This hand is mine! à thoufand thouſand vo Sa. 2 
FOE ee eee 
„ FTawex kp. Os MOD. S1crsMUNDA. 


OSMOND. (Sratching her. Hand from the King fe). 


_ diadara, this hand, by the moſt folemn rites, 
Aliule 


SLS 


BW < = 


- 


— 


8 


little 


Who can und Will malntain his rights and honour, | 
Agpaink a faithleſs prince,” an upſta; king, 3 


And ſhall partake my throne“--If, haughty lord, 


My gracious lord! what 1s it { behold? 
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A little hour ago, was given co Wen... 
And did not ſovereign honour Now command 8 K. 
Never but with viy fe to at, OY . 
1 would renoutice t==2this! | * 
Tan. Ha! who art thou? | „ 
Preſumptuous man! | 2785 
Sig. (Lille. ] * hefe ing fachix? CRIB 8 
[ces cut. 
Of. One thon Weder better Eno -N eien 

me- Ofle! 


Whoſe firſt baſe deed i 18 What a Harde ud W 

Would bluſh to W. g e ee 
Tan, Inſoleſit Ong? w. F 

This 475 ho tity Wi A bur! confuligh. on 5 28 


Haw een Ora fin iy my 25 my 0, 
Lf this thou didſt not know, then know ĩt now ! 
And know beſides, chat, having told thee this, 4 
Shouldft thou but think" to , Urge thy treaſon further 


Of. Ha! my life! ha 
It moves my fcoru to hear thy empty. threats. | 
When was it that a Norman baron's life 
Became ſo vile, 'as on the frown of kings nth 
To hang! 2—0f that, my lord, the law muſt Fade 
Or, if, the law be weak, my guardian ſword--- 
Tan. Dare not touch i it, traitor! let my rage 
Break looſe, and do a deed that * me. 
Sei NR d 
Tanck ED. StFFREDI.. „ 
SIFFERE DV entering. 


My ſovereign in contention with his Jubjects? 
Surely this houſe deſerves from Royal Tancred 
A little more rol rd, than to be made 
A ſcene of trouble and unſeemly jars. 
Heavens! can 5 bade dees F | 
4 racter n | 
From. your exalted c t , Uotinaly 


7. 
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Unkindly to diſturb the ſweet repoſe, 
The fanctimonious peace of families; 
For which alone the free- bor 
To government ſubmit? 
Tan. My Lord Siffredi, 
Spare thy rebuke. The dut 


n race of men 


ies of my ſtation 


[UNDA. 


Are not to the unknown---But thou, old man, 
Doſt chou not bluſh to talk of rights invaded? 


And of dur beſt, our deareſt bliſs difturb'd? 
Thou! who wich more than barb'rous perfidy 


Hast trampled all allegiance, juſtice, truth, _ 


— Humanity itſelf, beneath thy feet? 
Thou know'ſt thou haft---I could, 
Return thy hard reproaches; but I ſpare thee 


0 thy confuſion, 


Before this lord, for whoſe ill-ſorted friendſhip 
Thou haſt moſt baſely ſacrific'd thy daughter. 
Farewel, my lord!---For thee, Lord Conſtable, 


Who doſt preſume to lift thy ſurly eye 
To my ſoft love, my gentle Sigiſmunda,\ 
I once again command thee, on thy life,--- _ 
Yes---chew'thy rage, but mark me---on thy life, : 
arrogant pretenſions ! | 
N. r 
SIFFREDI, Os Mop. 
Oſ. Ha! arrogant pretenſions! Heaven and earth!“ 
What! arrogant pretenſions to my wife? - 


No further urge thy 


My wedded wife! where are we? In a land 


Of civil rule, of liberty and laws?-— 
Not on my life purſue them !---Giddy 

| life diſdains thy nod. It is the gi | 
parent Heaven, who gave me too an arm, 
A ſpirit to defend it againſt tyrants. _ 
Mine is a common cauſe. My arm ſhall 
| Mix'd with my own, the r 
Ere to thy tyrant rage they fall a prey, 
J ſhall find means to ſhake thy tott' 
And cruſh thee in the ruins !--- 

SF. Lord Conſtable, 
Let us be ſtedfaſt in the right; but let us 


of 


28 1 
EE 


guard, 


hts of each Sicilian ; 


ring throne, 


Act with cool prudence, and with manly temper, 


As well as manly firmneſs. Remember that my houſe 
daughter fill; and ere I ſaw her 
d from us, by the arm of power, 


Protects m 
Thus ravif 


This hand ſhould act the Roman father's part. 


Fear not; be temp rate; all will yet be well. 


Ikn 
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I know the king. At firſt his paſſions burſt 
Quick as the lightning's flaſh: but in his breaſt 
Honour and juſtice dwell---Truft me, to reaſon 
He will return, RR : 

Of. He will !---By Heavens, he ſhall !--- 

You know the king---I with, my Lord Siffredi, 
That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew--- 


And would you have me wait, with duteous patienceg 


Till he return to reaſon? Ye juſt powers! 

When he has planted on our necks his foot, 

And trod us into flaves; when his vain pride 

Is cloy'd with our ſubmiſſion; 85 

No, no, my lord !---There is a nobler way 

. To teach the blind oppreflive fury reaſon: 

Oft has the luſtre of avenging fteel 

Unſeal'd her ſtupid eyes—The ſword is reaſon. 
SCENE Vl. oh ogy. 

SIFFREDI, OSMOND., RoDOLPHO, with Guards, 

Ko. My Lord High Conſtable of Sicily, 

In che King's name, and by his ſpecial order, 

I here arreſt you priſoner of Rate. 


_ Of. What king? I know no king of Sicily— 

Unleſs be be the huſband of Conſtantia. 

Ro. Then know him now—Behold his royal orders 
To bear you to the caſtle of Palermo. 

. Let the big torrent foam its madneſs off. 
Submit, my lord—No caſtle long can hold 
Our wrongs— This, more than friendſhip or alliance, 
Confirms me thine ;- this binds me to thy fortunes, 
By the ſtrong tie of common injury, 
Which nothing can diſſolve.—I grieve, Rodolpho, 
| To fee the reign, in ſuch unhappy fart, 

Begin. | 8 

Oſ. The reign! the uſurpation call it! 
bis meteor-king may blaze awhile, but ſoon 
Muſt ſpend his idle terrors— Sir, lead on 
Farewel, my lord More than my life and fortune, 
Remember well, is in your hands—My honour !. 

$7. Our honour is the ſame. My Ga, farewel— 
We thall not long be parted. On theſe eyes 
Sleep ſhall not ſhed his balm, till 1 behold thee 
Keſtor'd to freedom, or partake thy bonds. 


Ev'n noble courage is not void of blame, 
Till nobler patience ſanctifies it's flame. 
| DP N 
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ACT v. SCENE 1. 


*PH-Eproſpet low'rs around. I found the king, 
Tho calm'd a little, with ſubſiding tempeſt, 

As ſuits his gen'rous nature, yet in love 

-Abated nought, moſt ardent in his purpoſe ; 

Inexorably fix d, whate'er the riſque, 
| To claim my daughter, and diflolve this marriage 
I have embark'd, upon a perilous ſea, SY 
-A mighty treaſure. Here, the rapid youth, 

Th' impetuous paffions of a lover king, . 
Check my bold courſe ; and there, the jealous pride, 
Th' impatient honour of a haughty lord | 
Of the firſt rank, ar led And dependants 
Near equal to the king, forbid retreat. 

My honour too, the ſame unchang'd conviction, 

That theſe my meaſures were, and ſtill remain 

Of abſolute neceſſity, to ſave 5 

The land from civil fury, urge. me on. 

But how proceed? I only faſter rufh 

Upon the deſp'rate evils I would ſhun. 
Whate'er the motive be, deceit, 1 fear, 

And harſh, unnatural force, are not the means 

Of public welfare, or of private bliſs— 


Bear witneſs, Heaven! Thou mind- inſpecting Eye! 


My breaft is pure. I have preferr'd my duty, 
The good and ſafety of my fellow-ſubje&s, 
To all thoſe views that fire the ſelfiſh race 
Of men, and mix them in eternal broils. 
Enter an Officer belonging to -S1FFRED}. 
Oi. My lord, a man of noble port, his face 
Wxapt in diſguiſe, is earneſt for admiſſion. 
FSi. Go, bid him ente (Officer goes out) 
Aa! wrap'd in diſguiſe! 
And at this late unfeaſonable hour ! : 
When o'er the world tremendous midnight reigns: 
By the dire gloom of raging tempeſt doubled 
2 SCENE II. 
S1FFREDI. Os MOND, diſcovering himſelf. 


Siff. What! ha! Earl Oſmond, you? Welcome, 


once more, | 
To this glad root !==But why in this diſguiſe ? 


Would 


87 
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Would I could hope the king exceeds his promiſe!, 


I have his faith ſoon as to-morrow's ſun 

Shall gild Sicilia's cliffs, you ſhall be free— 

Has ſome good angel turn'd his heart to juſtice ? | 
O/. It is not by the favour of Count Tancred. 

That I am here. As much I ſcorn his favour, 

As I defy 3 and threats : 


Our friend Goffredo, who commands the caſtle, 


On my parole, ere dawn, to render back 

My perſon, has permitted me this freedom. 
Know then, the faithleſs outrage. of to-day, 

By him committed whom you call the king, 
Has rouz d Conſtantia's court. Our friends, the friendas 


Of virtue, juſtice, and of public faith, 


Ripe for revolt, are in high ferment all. 

I thence of you, as guardian of the laws, 

As guardian of this will to you entruſted, _ 

Defire, nay. more, demand, your inſtant ad, 

To ſee it put in-vigorous execution. - (rence 
SF. You cannot doubt, my lord, of my concurs» - 


Who more than I have labour'd this great pofat 2. 


Tis my own plan, And, if I drop it now, 
I ſhout de juſtly branded with the, ſhame 

Of raſh advice, or deſpicable weakneſs. 

But let us not precipitate. the matter. 
Conſtantia's friends are numerous and ſtrong; 
Vet Tancred's, truſt me, are of equal force. 
E'er fince the ſecret of his birth was known, 
The people all are in a tumult hurl'd 

Of boundleſs joy, to hear there lives a prince 
Ot mighty Guiſcard's line. Numbers, befides, 
Of powerful barons, who at heart had pin d. 
To ſee the reign of their renown'd forefathers, 
Won by immortal deeds of matchleſs valour, 
Paſs from the gallant Normans to the Suevi, 
Will, with a kind of rage, eſpouſe his caufe— . 
'Tis ſo, my lord—be not by: paſſion blinded 
'Tis ſurely fo—Q.if our prating virtue 
Dwells not in words alone—OQ. let us join, 


I My generous Oſmond, to avert theſe woes, 


And yet ſuſtain our tottering Norman kingdom | 
O. But how, Siffredi? How ?—lf by ſoft means, 

We can maintain our rights, and fave our country, 

May his — fr Kain the ſword. 


Who, Wich unpitying fps firſt. hall draw. it! - 
| | 22 


| 
| 


— . ˙ CER RO I oe. ee eto. 


| pe will againſt a 
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Siff. have a thought---The glorious worle be thine, 
Rat it requires an awful flight of virtue, | 
Above the paſſions of the vulgar breaſt, 

And thence from thee I hope it, noble Ofmond--- | 
Suppoſe my daughter, to her God devoted, 
Were plac'd within ſome convent's facred verge, 


Beneath the dread protection of the altar— 


0. Ere then, by Heavens! I would turn ON 


monk 


Myſelf, and pray werden for the tyrant's ſafety! 


What! how! becauſe an inſolent invader, 


A ſacrilegious tyrant, demands my wife; 
That I ſhall thus betray the common cauſe 


Of human kind, and tamely yield her up, 

Ev'n in the manner you propoſe— O then 

I were ſupremely vile! degraded ! ſham'd! 

The fcorn of manhood ! and abhorr'd of honour ! 
Si. There is, my lord, an honour, the calm chil 

of Teaſon, of humanity and mercy, 

Superior far to this dor deanon, 


That fingly minds itfelf, and oft embroils 


With proud barbarian niceties the world! viel — 
_ Of. My lord, my lord? —1 cannot brook. your | 


prudence— 


Te holds a pulſe un- qual to my Moadee 


Unblemiſh'd honour'is che flower of virtue! 
The vivifying ſoul ! and he who flights it 
Will leave the other dull and lifele's droſs.- - 
Si. No more—you are too warm. 1 
Of. You are too col. 7 £15 296 £3 
M. Too cool, my lord? —I were indeed too cool, 
Not to reſent this language, and to tell e. gy 
I with Earl Oſmond were as coo] as 1 | 
To his own ſelfiſh bliſs ay, and as warm 
My . of others —But of this RO more - |.* 
ughter is thy wife—I gave her to thee, | 
f force maintain her thine. 
But think not I. will catch th headlong — 1 
W hirl'd in-a-blaze of madnęſs oer the 1 | 
Or, till the laſt extremity” compel nee, ly NE 
Riſque the dire means of war—The bug women, 
Will ſet you free; and, if by gentle means 
He does not yield my daughter to thy arms, 
Aud wed Conſtantia; out the will Nr 


"Why | | 
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Why then expect me on the fide of juſtice—- 
Let that ſuffice. | | 
Of. It does—Forgive my het. 
My rankled mind, dy injuries inflam d. 
May be too prompt to take. and give offence. | 
Siff. 'Tis paſs'd--Your wrongs, I own, may well” 
tranſport | , 
= The wiſeſt mind—But henceforth, noble Oſmond, 
. Do me more quſtice, honour more my truth, 
Nor mark me with an eye of ſquint fuſpicion— 
Theſe jars apart—You may repoſe your foul 
On my firm faith and unremitting friendſhip. 
Of that I ſure have given exalted proof, 
And the next ſun we fee ſhall prove it further 
| Return, my fon, and from your friend Goffredo 
Releaſe your word. There try, by ſoft repoſe, 
150 I 0o calm your breaſt. 8 
ic Of. Bid the vex'd ocean ſleep, 
= | Swept by the pinions of the raging North 
But your frail e by care and toil exhauſte, 
Demands the balm of all-repairing reſt. (ſkies, 
FL,  Siff. Soon as to-morrow's dawn ſhall ftreak the 
ur I, with my friends in ſolemn ſtate afſembled, 
. Will to the palace, and demand your freedom. 
Then by calm reaſon, or by higher means, 
The king ſhall quit his claim, and in the face 
Of Sicily, my daughter ſhall be yours. 


3 1 1 

Of. rd, good - night. 

1 1 0 8 © E' N E III. L 

, O S MOND alone. (After a long pauſe.) 
— | I like him not— 1 


Yes—l have mighty matter of ſuſpicion. 
"Tis plain—l1 fee it—lurking in his breaſt; 
My honour is net ſafe, while here my wife 
Remains—Who knows but he 15 very night 
May dear her to ſome convent, as he mention d 
The king roo—tho' I ſmether'd up my rage, 
Imark'd it well—will ſet me free to-morrow, 
8 Why not to-night? He has er, n— 
W. By Heavens! he has---I am abus'd moſt groſsly; 
A ade the vile tool of this old ſtateſman's ſchemes. . 
I will not wait his crawling, timi& motions: 
- | HI will convince him that Earl Ofmond never 
Vay Was form d to be his dupe III bear her-olff "| 
| | ES 4 on TMs - 


\ 
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This night, and lodge her in a place of ſafety. F 

I have a truſty band, that waits not far.--- 1 

Hence ! let me loſe no time---one rapid momeat 

Should ardent form, at once, and execute 

A bold deſign. -The mine is laid, | 
And only wants my kindling touch to ſpring. 


: SCEN . E 
SIGISMUNDA's Apartment. | 
SiGISsMUN DA. LAURA. 1 
Lau, Heavens! tis a fearful night !--- E 
Sig. Ak! the black rage 1 1 
Of midnight tempeſt, or th' aſſuring ſmiles 
Of radiant morn, are equal all to me. 9 
Nought now has charms or terrors to my breaſt, C 
The feat of ſtupid woe !---Leave me, my Laura. 
Kind reſt, perhaps, may huſh my woes a little C 
Oh for that quiet ſleep that knows no morning! ly 
Lau. Madam, indeed I know not how to go. B 
| Indulge my tondneſs—Let me watch a While a3 
By your ſad bed, till theſe dread hours ſhall paſs. | M 
Sig. Alas! what is the toil of elements, | E 
This idle perturbation of the ſky, 5 N 
To what I feel within !- Oh that the fires E 
Ot pitying Heaven would point their fury here! B 
Good-night, my deareſt Laura ! | 3 
Lau. Oh! I know not C 0 
What this oppreſſion means —but tis with pain, T 
With tears, I can perſuade myſelf to leave you 
Well then—Good-night, my deareſt Sigiſmunda! 
Sig. And am I then alone? — The moſt undone, If 
Mott wretched bring now beneath the cope — W/ 
Of this affrighting gloom that wraps the world C 
I faid I did not fear—Ah me! I feel .* | « 
A ſhivering horror run through all my powers! "» 
O I am nought but tumult, fears and weakneſls! , 5 
And yet how. idle fear when hope is gone, „ 
Gone, gone for ever — What ſhall Ido? O 
| * How paſs this dreadful night, fo big with terror? 1. 
| Here, with the midnight ſhades, here will I fit, Ty 
A prey to dire deſpair, and ceaſeleſs weep _ I } 
The hours away—PBleſs me ! — I heard a noiſe— - A] 
. F 7 Starting Ups Ex 


No- miſtooke-Nothing but fence rigns a7 
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And awtul midnight round—Again : —0 Heavens! 
My lord the King! 
SCENE VI. 
TANORKRD. S1IG1SMUNDA. 
Tan, Be not alarm'd, my love! 
Sig. My royal lord ! 10 y at this PEA 5 
ow came you hither? | 
Tan. By that ſecret way _ 0 
My love contriv'd, when we, in happier days, 
_ US'd to devote theſe hours, ſo much 1n vain, 
To vows of love and everlaſting friendſhip. 
Sig. Why will you thus perſiſt to add new ſtings 
Po her diſtreſs, who never can be thine ? 
Ov 24 me ! fly! you know— 
an, I know too much. 5 
O how I could reproach thee, Sigiſmunda! 
Four out my injur'd ſoul in juſt complaints! | 
But now the time permits not, theſe ſwift moments--- 
I told thee how thy father's artifice 
| Forc'd me to ſeem perfidious in thy eyes. 
| Fer fince—A dreadful interval of care !— 
My thoughts have been employ'd, not without hope, 
How to defeat Siffredi's barb'rous purpoſe. | 
But thy credulity has ruin'd all, | 
Thy raſh, thy wild—I know not what to name TEU 
On, it has prov'd the giddy hopes of man 
To 'be deluſion all, and fick ning folly ! 
Sig. Ah, gen'rous Tancred! ah, thy truth defroys 
me ! 
Yes, yes, tis I, tis I cone am falſe ! 
My hatty rage, join'd to my tame ſubmiſſion, 
More than the moſt exalted filial duty 
Could &er demand, has daſh'dour cup of fate 
With bitterneſs unequal” d—Bur, alas $3. ith 
What are thy woes to mine To mine! Juſt Hea- | 
_ven—_ 
Now is thy turn of Forltitich=—biies, renounce me. 
O leave me to the fate I well deſerve, 
To link in hopeleſs miſery ! at leaſt, 
| Tra forget the worthleſs Sigiſmunda ! 
Tan. Forget thee! no! thou art my foul-itfelf ! 4 
I have no thought, no hope, no wiſh but thee! 
Ah, how forget thee !— uch muſt be forgot, . 
Fre Tancred can forget his Sigiſmunda ! 
2 3 But you, my lord, muſt make that great effort. 


an. 
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Tan. Can Sigiſmunda make it !— 
Sig. Ah! I know not 5 

With what ſucceſs—But all that feeble woman, 

And love-entangled reaſon can perform, 

I, to the utmoſt, will exert to do it, DO 
Tan. Fear not Tis done !— If thou canſt form che 

thought, oh 
Succeſs is ſure—1 am forgot already !— 


Sig. Ah, Tancred !\—But, my lord, reſpe&t me | 


more. | = 
Think who Im What can you now prepoſe ? 


Tan. To claim the plighted vows which Heaven 


has heard ; | 

To vindicate the rights of holy love, | 
By faith and honour bound, to which compar'd 
Theſe empty forms, which have enſnar'd thy hand, 
Are impious guile, abuſe, and profanation— 
Sig. Honour, my lord, is much too proud to catch 
At nice diſtinctions. OR rg 
Theſe for th unfeeling vulgar may do well: 

But thoſe, whoſe ſouls are by the-nicer rule 

Of virtuous delicacy nobly ſway'd, 8 5 

Stand at another bar than that of laws. 

Then ceaſe to urge me Since I am not bonn 

To that exalted fate to be your queen— 

Or, yet a dearer name —to be your wife! — 
A am the wife of an illuſtrious lord, 
Of your own princely blood; and what I am, 

I will, with proper dignity, remain. 

Retire, my royal lord— There is no means 

To cure the wounds this fatal day has given, 

We meet no more l- 3 

Tan. Oh barbarous Sigiſmunda ! 5 

And canſt thou talk thus ſteadily? thus treat me 
With ſuch unpitying, unrelenting rigour ?--- 

Poor is the love, that rather than give up 
A little pride, a little formal pride, 

The breath of vanity ! can bear to ſee 

The man, whoſe hear: was once ſo dear to thine, 
A prey to anguiſh, fury and diftraftion !— 

Thou canſt not ſurely make me ſuch a wretch 
Thou canſ not, Sigiſmunda! — Yet relent, 

O ſave us yet! — Rodolpho, with my guards, 
Waits in the garden—Let us ſeize the moments 
We ne er may have again—With more than 1 
| | W 


1 
5 


nee 


Wer 
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J will aſſert thee mine; wich faireſt honour. 

The world ſhall ev'n approve ; each honeſt boſom 

Swell with a kindred joy, to ſee ns happy. 
Sig. The world approve What f is the world wo, 

me 

The conſcious mind is its own awful world. — 

And mine is fx d. Diſtreſs me then no more. 

Not all the heart can plead (and it, alas ! | 

Pleads but too much) ſhall ever ſhake the . 

That tyrannize my breaſt. | 
Tan. Tis well—no more 

J yield me to my fate Ves, yes, inhoman ! , 

Since thy barbarian heart is eel'd by pride, 

Shut up to love and pity, here behold me 

Caſt on the ground, a vile and abject wretch! 


Loft to all cares, all dignities, all duties 


Here will I grow, breathe out my faithful ſoul; _ 1 

Here, at thy teet—Death; death alone ſhall part us 
Sig. Have you then yow'd to drive me to * 

dition? 

What can I more 3 Tuned, once in 

I will forget the dignity my ſtation _ V 

Commands me to ſuſtain—for the laſt tim 

Will tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, no d 


Can ever root thee from my. hapleſs boſom, 


O leave me! fly me! were it but in pity !— 
For tho th' emotions of my heart 
Can ne'er alarm my virtue! yet, alas! [4.4 Te þ 
They tear it ſo, they pierce it with ſuch ben — 1 
Oh!“ tis tov much l cannot bear the conkit !- ! 
| S CENCE VII. . 
ans, OsMonD. S16ISMUNDA. 
_ OSMOND, entering. SE 
Turn, tyrant !, turn! and aner to my honour, 4 
For this thy baſe, iufutferable outrage ! 
an. Inſolent traitor ! think not to . 
Thyſelf my vengeance !' N A 
Dey fight. 0 S MOND Falls. 
Sig. Help beg} hel 20 Heavens! 
(Throwing herjecf dewn by ; Fail ; 
Alas! m lord, whe meant your, headlong rage? 
That faith, which I, this day, upon the altar 


Is you devoted, is unblemi i'd, pure ee C2 


As veſtal truth; was reſolutely yours, 
Beyoul. the power of aught on earth to ſhake it. 


4 TANCRED any SIGISMUNDA. 
Of. Perfidious woman ! die! — | 5 
Shtartening his ſword, he plunges it into her breaft, 
and to the grave 
Attend a huſband, yet but half aveng d! : 
Tan. O horror! horror! execrable-villain! — 
Of. And, tyrant! thou! —thou ſhalt not o'er my 
tomb e 
Exult!— tis well—'tis great—lI die content [ Dies. 
£0. 445 3S- G-S N* VIII. 
TancxED. SIFFREDI, RopOoT PRO. S161s- 
Mum DA. LAN A. 
TANCRED. (Throwing himſelf down by 
© SIGISMUNDA,). 
Quick! here! bring aid !—Ah ! that gentle boſom, 
Pours faſt the ſtreams of life. | 
Sg. All aid is vain, 
I feel the powerful hand of death upon me—. 
But oh it'theds à ſweetneſs through my fate, 
| That Lam thine again; and, without blame, 
May in my Tancred's arms refign my ſoul ! 
an. Oh, death is in that voice; ſo gently mild, 
So ſadly ſweet, as mixes ev'n with mine 
The tears of hovering angels Mine again !— 
And is it thus the croel fates have join'd us? 
Are theſe the horrid nuptials they prepare wy 
For love like-ours ?—Yes, death ſhall ſoon unite us! 
Sig. Live, live, my Tancred Let my death ſuffice. 
To expiate all that may have been amiſfſs. 
May it appeaſe the fates, avert their fury 
From thy propitious reign ! — . 
(O8&ferving Sir ol Red bn aſtoniſbment and grief. | 
My father! —Oh! how ſhall 1 lift my eyes 
To thee my ſinking father! e : 
Sf. Awful Beaven! ; | ” 
-I am chaſtis'd | —My deareſt child. 0 
Sg. Where am 1? 1555 n =Y 
A fearful darkneſs cloſes all around= -- | 7 
L 
A 
S 


My friends! we needs muſt part—l muſt obey: 

Th' imperious call—Farewel, my Laura! cheriſh.” 

My poor. afflited father's age—Rodolpho, 1 e 

Now is the time to watch th' unhappy king, | x 

With all the care and tenderneſs of friendſhip © | | 

Oh my dear father! bow'd. beneath the welght Nn 

Of age and grief — the victim ev'n of virtue: 

Receive my laſt adieu . Where art thou, wy 29 40% 
Hed ive 


„ TANCRED AND SEGISMUNDA. 409 
Sive me thy hand- But ah ! it cannot ſave me 
From the dire King of Terrors, whoſe cold power 
Creeps oer my heart Oh!! | 
Tan. How theſe pangs diſtraQ me 
»O lift thy gracious eyes! thou leav'ſt me then! 
'Thou lea me, Sigiſmunda ! Es 
Sig. Yet a moment—, 
I had, my Tancred, ſomething more to ſay-— 
Yes—but thy love and tenderneſs for me 
- Sure make it needleſs. Harbour no reſentment 
Againſt my father; venerate his zeal, 
That acted from a principle of goodneſs, 
From faithful love to thee—Live, and maintain 
My innocence embalm'd, with helieſt care 
Preſerve my ſpotleſs memory —1 die 
Oh! tis the only King: of death ta part . 
From thoſe we love- 1 wag el, my Tancred! 


e | ( Dies. 
Tan. Thus then „ PE ng Ra 
(Flying to his ſword, is held by Roborr RAG 
Ro. Hol | hold my lord !-—Hate you forgot 
Your Sigiſmunda's laſt requeſt already? | 
Tan. Off ! ſet me free! think not to bind me dow 
With barb'rous friendſhip, to the rack of life! 
What hand can ſhut the thouſand thouſand gates, 
Which death ftill opens to the woes of mortals ?--- 
Off! traitors, off! or my diſtrated ſoul 
Will burft indignant from this gaol of nature, 
To where the beckons yonder!--No, mild ſeraph! 
Point not to life---I cannot linger here, 
Cut off from thee, the miſerable pity, 
The ſcorn of human-kind! a trampled king ! 
'© ſhame! O zgony ! O the fell tings 
Ol late, of vain repentance !—Ha! my brain 
Z all on fire! a wild abyſs of thought! = _ 
Th' infernal world diſcloſes? ſee ! behold him! 
Lo, with fierce ſmiles he ſhakes the bloody ſteel, _ 
And mocks my feeble tears! —Hence ! quickly benee! 
Spurn his vile carcaſe! give it to the dogs! 
Expoſe'it to the winds and ſcreaming ravens ! 
Ah, impotence of rage! —What am 1?---Where ? 
Sad, filent, all?—The forms of dumb deſpair, 
Around ſome mournful tomb What do I fee ? 
T his ſoft abode of innocence and love | 
 Turn'd to the houſe of death! a place of horror = : 


' 
* +4 


Ne'er wit 


„ TANCRED any $SIGISMUNDA.: 
Ah! that poor corſe! pale! pale! deform'd witk 
5 murder! | | 5 | 


Is that my Sigiſmunda? [Throwing himſelf down by her, 


SIFFREDI, after a pathetic pauſe, looking on the 
ſcene before him, 
Have II liv'd =o 


To theſe enfeebled years, by Heaven reſery'd, 
To be adreadful monument of PR Conn 
Rodolpho, raiſe the king, and bear him henee 


From this diſtracting ſcene of blood and death. 


Behold the fatal work of my dark hand, 

That by rude force the paſſions would command, 

That ruthleſs ſought to root them from the breaſt; 

They may be rul'd, but will not be oppreſs d. | 

Taught hence, ye parents, who from Nature ſtray, 

And the _ ties of ſocial life betray ; | 
your children act a tyrant's part: 

"Tis your's to guide, not violate the heart. 

 Yevainly wife, who o'er mankind prefide, 

Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride“ 

Keep vistue's fimple path before your eyes, 

Nor think from evil good can ever riſe. 


F'1 N 1 8. 
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